God for his mercy \ what trcchcry is here? 

Dh. Why,whatisitmyLord? 

Torkr. Giueme my bootes I fay/addle my borfe, 
Now by mine honour,my life,my troth,, 
I will appeach the villaine, 

Dh. What is the matter? 

Toy kg. Peace fooh ill woman. 

Dh. I will not peaec,what is the matter Aumcrk i 

Aian. Good mother be content, it is no more 
Then my poore life mtiflanfwerc. 

Da. Thy life anfwere* 

Taxkc. Bring memy bootes, I will vnto die King. 
firs Man enters mth hi} Bt otts. 

Dh. Strike him Aumerle,poore boy thou art amazd, 
Hence villaine,neuer more come in my fight. 

Toyke. Giueme my bootes I fay. 

Dh. Why Yorkc, what wilt thou do? 
Wilt no t thou hide the trefpafTc of thine own* 
Haue we morefonnes ? or arc we like to haiuk? 
Is not my teeming date drunke vp with time ? 
And wilt thou plucke my fatre fonne from mine agc> 
And robbemee of a happie mothers name? 
Is he not like thee ? is he not thine ow ne? 

Tt,rk*. Thou fond mad woman. 
Writ thou conceale tliis darkc confpiracic ? 
A doozen of them heere, haue tane the facrament, 
And interchangeably fct do wne their hands, 
To kill the King at Oxford. 

Dh. He fhatl beiioiie,weelc keepehim heere, 
Then what is that to him? 

Tor. A way fond woman,were he twentie times my iona^ 
I would appeach him. 

Dh. Hadft thou groand for him as I haue done^ 
Thou wouldft b« more pittifull : 
But now I know thy mind^thou doft fufpeft 
That I haue becne difloyall to thy bed, 
And that he is a baftard,not thy fonne : ^ 


SweeteYorke/weetehusbandbenotofthatminde, 
He is as hk thee as a man may be, 
Mot like me or any of my kinrre, 
Andyetllouehim. 

Tnkf. Make way vnrnly woman. Exit. 
Dh. After Aumerle : mount thee vpon his horfe, 
Spur,poft,and get before him to the King, 
And beg thy pardon ere he do accufe thee, 
11c not be long behind,though I be old, 
I doubt not but to ride as faft as Yorke, 
And ncuer will I rifevp from the ground, 
TillBullingbrookc haue pardoned thec,away,begone. 
Snterthe King Wth hs Ncb/fs. 
Kt*z H. Can no man tell me of my vnthriftie fonne? 
Tis full three months fince I didfec him laft 
If any plague hang ouer vs, tis hee$ 
I would to God my LordVie might befound : 
Inquire at London, mongft theTauernes there, 
For there they fay,hedaily doth frequent, 
With vnreftrained loofe companions, 
Biicn fuch (they fay) as Hand in narrow lanes, 
And beat our watrh,and robbe our paffengcrs, 
Which he yong wanton and effeminate boy, 
Takes on the point of honor to fupport fo dilTolute a crew, 
H. Ptr. My Lord,fome two daics Gnce I fa w the Prince,. 
And told him of thofe triumphs held at Oxford. 
King. And what faid the valiant? 
Vetcie. His anfwere was,he would to the ftewes, 
And from the commoncft creature plucke a gloue, 
And weare it as a tauour^and with that 
Jtf e would vnhorfe the luftieft Challenger* 

Kt»%H. As diffolute as defperate,yet through both 
I fee fonic fparkles of better hope,which elder yeares 
May happily bring forth. But who comes heere* 
Enter Aumerle amazed* 
Mm. Where is the King? (fo wildly? 

Xing H % What moanes our coofin that he flares and looker 
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